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triumph in an alien field. These were often rendered possible by the
agglutinative quality of his mind, to which facts, even of a kind
which bored him, stuck like burrs. It was said by William James
of a very learned Englishman that to him all facts alike were born
free and equal. My father's omniscience was not of this hospitable
order; it was the reluctant omniscience of one who could not forget.
Thus although more than indifferent to music, he could without
effort or inaccuracy enumerate the most obscure works of the most
insignificant composers, and name the year in which each was given
to the world. Nothing interested him less than horses, but by some
inscrutable trick of unconscious assimilation he became a walking
encyclopaedia of pedigree and form. Margot shortly after their
marriage introduced him to a number of her hunting and racing
friends. A controversy having arisen as to what horse won the
Derby in a particular year, he not only challenged successfully the
statement of an expert on this point, but undertook to name the
horse which had won the Derby in any year, along with its sire and
dam, and made good his undertaking.1 M]jch later, in 1920, finding
himself a member of a house party of turf experts who were trying
to forecast the result. of the Derby, he declared that on pedigree
Spion Kop should win, and win it did. This having become known
he was much amused at receiving sheaves of letters imploring him
for tips in connection with the forthcoming Royal Hunt Cup and the
St. Leger.
1 Margot's account of this incident is as follows :
c* In the winter of 1894 a riding friend of mine—Buck Barclay—gave a dinner
for us to which he invited all my sporting and his racing friends. After a little
tentative conversation on the topics of the day, Mr. Arthur Coventry mentioned
the date of an early Derby winner and its dam and sire ; at which my husband
said, * I hesitate to contradict you, but that is not the date of the horse you mention;
nor do I think he was bred like that.' Everyone was surprised, and one of the
company said, * Are you fond of racing, Mr. Asquith ? ' ' I've never seen a race in
my life, but I believe I could tell you the name and date of every Derby winner,' he
replied. Arthur Coventry and the others begged him to do it, and went to fetch
the racing calendar to see if such a thing were possible, and to verify his own state-
ment. Our host chaffed Mm and said as he was leaving the room, ' Will you have
a bet ?—Nbw's your chance, Arthur ! I bet you a pony that you're wrong,* and
turning to me he said, ' And I'll bet you a tenner, Margot, that Mr. Asquith can't
tell us all the Derby winners ! ' ' Bight,' said I, * Til give you double that, Buck,
if Henry is wrong.* The book was opened and in awed silence Henry told the name
and date of every Derby winner correctly. This delighted the company, and one
of them said, ' Fill up your glasses, boys, and let's drink the health of Mr. and Mrs.
Asquith I' They stood up and drained their glasses. When we had resumed our ,
seats Minor Lawson (a brother of Lord Burnham) said, ' You must have an amazing
memory, Mr. Asquith *; at which Henry replied modestly, * I would hardly say
ifeat, but I've got a good memory for insignificant things.*
" As the racing calendar was the Bible, and the Derby Paradise to half the
company, this was less well received 1 But the evening had been a great success,
and some of my friends whispered as I said good night to them, * He's a fine chap.
*8&d you're damned Incky 1' "

